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ly. A most flattering attention fardifferent from the slight aloofness ofthe evening's earlier moments greetedhis every word. Caine. however, seem-ed actually .jealous of his friend's
popularity: for he cut in now with a
complete change of subject."I wonder." he conjectured, address-
ing no one in particular, "why tenors
invariably are born without intelli

(Continued.
No' You wouldn't be likely to. I

spose. While you're home evenin's
learnin' hymns, he's out learnin' life
Spends most of hi evenin's round at
the fire-hous- e. Why. that kid knows
the name of each enilne in town the
minute he hears 'em whistle."

Cllve's eyes jrrew wistful with envy:
yet abated none of the unconscious
criticism wherewith they were still
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nothing else. Perhaps, though, heneeds nothing else."
But an avalanche of trite sayingcould not have halted Caleb. He list-ened with ponderous deference toCaine: then glanced about the tableand cleared his voice.
"Speakin' of 'needin' nothin" else. "

said he. "reminds me of Old ManWetherwolks who used to live at
Pompton when I was a kid. He usedto get Jagged as reg'lar as pay-da- y
came 'round. Had a battin' av'rageof seven nights a week. Then whenhe'd blowed his last nickel he'd makeus boys pilot him home. It wasn't anycinch, either. For his wife was alwayswaitin' at the door. An the chunksof language she'd hand out to us
would a' fried an iceberg. One night.I remember, we brought the ol sot
home worse'n usual. Shs was rightthere with the tongue-lashi- n. She toldhim what a swine he was to spend allhis fam'ly's cash on booze and howhe was a disgrace to his town, an'other nice comfortin' things like that.She wound up by screechin': 'An' youhaven't a single redeemin' trait, you
worthless drunkard!' That was too
much for Wttherwolks. He 'claspedon the bottom step and began to cry.

print" column, how an oyster calmly
glozes over the grain of irritating sand
that has found unwelcome refuge with-
in its shell. He felt humiliatinglv like
the nucleus of such a pearl. And with
the thought, and the waning of the
wine's effects, came wholesome anger.

"I've got more cash than the whole
crowd of 'em put together." he told
himself fiercely.

The reflection did much to bund up
his wobbling self-estee- But, for the
rest of the meal, he sat glum. After
an endless, dreary aeon of time. Mrs.
Standish's eye-glass- es flashed to the
others of her sex the signal to retire.
Everyone rose. The women, collecting
from the men beside them the hand-
kerchiefs, fans and other feminine ac-
cessories that strewed the floor under
the table, filed out, chatting and laugh-
ing. Caleb, not minded to seem in-

ferior to any man by hanging back
and giving precedence to others, left
the room at the heels of the last wom-
an.

"Oh. Conover!" called Caine, as the
Fighter's shoulders vanished through
the doorway."I wanted to ask you something
about Steeloid Preferred, if you don't

scrutinizing the Fighter. His lacK or
response confused Caleb: who started
oft on a new tack.

"Yes. Billy' a great boy. He used
to have a .ot of cunnin' tricks, too.
when he was little. He's out-erown-

e:n now. Used to tiptoe up behind me
an' put both his dirty little hands over
my eyes an' say: 'Guess who's here?'
An' when I'd jruesa 'General Grant" an'
Abe' Lincoln' and 'Queen Victoria an'
Tom Piatt' an' a lot of other hi runs:
till all of a sudden I'd jruess 'Billy
Shevlin!' An' he'd squeal out 'Yes!'
Not much sense in it. But kind of cute
for such a little feller. I remember
some folks were callin' there one day
an' I wanted him to play that same
to show off before 'em. But he was
kind of bashful and wouldn't. An' that
made me mad: so I cuffed him over
the head. An' since then, somehow
he's never played it any more."

"I don't wonder!" sped Clive. "I
excuse me. sir." he cauKht himself up,
'I didn't mean to be rude."

"Go ahead!" laughed Caleb. "That
ain't rude. It's bein' honest. Don't let
'em make a Miss Nancy of you by
teachin' you to 'polOKize an' say
'please.' an' 'Sir' an' all those fold-erols- ."

"I like to say them." retorted Clive.
"And I'm not a Miss Nancy. Last
week I thrashed a boy two years older
than I am."

"Look Out. Conover!" warned Caine.
solemnly. "He may pick you for the
next victim."

At the sound of the name. Clive had
frlanced sharply at Caleb.

"I ber your pardon." he put In. now.
"But you aren't 'Brute' Conover. are
you?"

"Clive!" admonished Caine. with
what severity he could summon up.

"I b'lieve I've been called that a few
times." answered Caleb, in hisrh eood
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you re right. m dear. he whines.
'Kv'ry word you say is true. I haven't
a single redeemin' trait. But." an'
here he throws his chest out an' looks
stern an' noble. 'But in ev'ry respec'I'm a dam' fine man!' "

The anecdote somehow did not "go"as well as when Conover had told it
in the back room of Kerrigan's saloon.
But if there was constraint in its re-
ception, he did not observe it. Letty.
dropping her voice, to shut him out o
the general talk, inquired:"Where is Pompton? I don't think
I ever heard of it. Did I- - Are our
Pompton Avenue and the Pompton
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mind," continued Amzi.
A backward look told Conover that

the men were themselves.
He also saw the meaning of his men-
tor's summons. At that moment
Caleb came nearer feeling gratitude
toward Caine that ever he had felt it
for any man. He slouched back, un-

concernedly: lighted a cigar, shook out
his match and dropped into the va-
cated chair at Calne's left. Mentally
he resolved to tear the etiquette book,
leaf from leaf, for failing to warn him
that men outstay women in a dining
room. But, with characteristic calm,
he refused to be ruffled by the mis-
take.

"What was it you wanted to ask
me?" said he.

"About Steeloid." repeated Caine,
"and about a rumor I heard that the
Rogers-Whitma- n Company is "

"Don't let us talk business," growl-
ed Conover. "I never talk shop when
I'm out in s'ciety. It's bad form. I'd
rather chat Just now 'bout music."

He was himself again; loudly self- -

Ctastoria is a harmless substitute for Castor Oilhumor. "Why?"
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ward the door, "from what I read in
the newspapers about you. and from
something I once heard Grandpa say.
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I don't think I care to know you. Mr.
Conover. I'm sorry. Good, night."
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Club named for it?"
"I don't think so." he answered. "It'sa little place, 'way up in the North

Jersey hills. Swarmin' with commut-
ers, by now, I s'pose. I used to live
there for a whilej once, when I was
learnin' rallroadin'. There's a lake,with the soft green hills all closln'
down around it like they loved it. Thesun used to set 'bout a mile from our
house. It'd turn the like all gold color.
An' then a blue sort of twilight would
roll up through the valley. An' thehills would seem to stretch out like
they was goin' to sleep. Kind o' pretty
place." he ended lamely."You are a poet!" the girl assured
him with gushing une-'-- 'ss. "I hadno idea you looked at nature throughsuch roseate glasses.""Neither I do." he replied, ashamed
of his unwonted flight of fancy. "I
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Caleb Conover had not known there
were eo many kinds of folks in exist-
ence. From his oyster plate they
stretched away to the left in what
seemed an interminable vista. Had
Desiree told him to begin with the left-han- d

fork and work inward, as the
courses projrressed? Of was it the
right-han- d fork he was to begin with
and work outward? A furtive glanceat Letty. on his fight, solved the prob-
lem.

Then, the same glance sweeping the
'table, he found he was the only person
whose doubled napkin had not disap-
peared. He pulled it unnoticed down
to his knee. A roll fell from its hidden
interior and crashed to the floor with
a report that sounded to him loud
enough to shake the house. But the

assured.
"This feller. Back, they were speak-i- n'

about at dinner t." he went
on. "I'm kind o' rusty on op'ras. late-
ly. So I've lost track of him. Is he
composin' much, nowadays?"

"Bach has been for a
couple of centuries," answered Caine.

One or two men laughed. Caleb
waxed glum once more. Nor could the
combined tact of Caine and their host
draw him again into speech.

was only tellin you know it used to
seem to me when I was a half-bake- d
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kid. t:nce then I've been so busv liv
in' that I've lost all the knack of gettin' enthoosed over measly lan'scanes Tlie Kind You Have Always Bought
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They don't mean anything to me nowsound passed unheard, in the ripple of

I ror po'try, honest. I never wrote

The Fighter, glowering in a corner,
watched the stream of musicale guests
trickle in through the great double
doors. He was lonely, cross, disap-
pointed. He could not define his own
sensations, nor see how nor wherein
he had failed. Failure he had met.
He knew that. But the knowledge
made him the more determined to per-
sist in his assault until the social cita

talk. Caleb kicked the offending bitTHE NAUGATUCK VALLEY ICE CO. a rhyme In my life. Never read one
neither when I could help it. Guess

of bread further under the table and
sombrely attacked his oysters.

A cocktail had heralded the meal.
This, with his glass of dry sherry, now

IMC CENT&vJ K OOHHNT, TT WimUT N tOM OrTT.21 you was stringin me. weren't vou?"Down Town OfficeHOUSATOXIC AVENUE
Telephone mNevertheless he was Inwardly flatter154 FAIRFIELD AVEXIE ed at her praise and began to look onbegan little by little to cut away the del whose outworks he had stormedher with an even more favoring eve

should be his. And. the more he
thought, the more his amorphous idea

Fighter s crust of straightHe was not wont, of late
years, to touch liquor at all: although

If marriage in such a set were reallythe keystone to social achievement, he of entering that citadel under a wifefelt ha might do far worse than choosein earlv days his Gargantuan drinking this comely, quivering-nose- d damsel at $1 --TURKISH BATHS- -$aegis began to take definite shape. He
found his gaze straying to where Letty
Stcndish stood laughing and talking
with a knot of newcomers. Once his 1his side.

"Fond of rabbits?" he asked as un
intentionally as irrelevantly. KEEP TO U IX PERFECT HEALTH AT i3uJ'What an odd question!" she cried. eye caught hers, and she smiled. A

polite, deprecatory smile that strength
ened Caleb's growing resolution. Afterher round eyes raising incipient dis

tress signals. "Is it a Joke?"
"No." he answered, floundering. "I all. he reflected, one might do worse

Unsurpassed Grill Room and CafeElegant Hotel Appointmentthan to marry.I just happened to say it. You you An indefinable something sweptlook just a little like one. A very
pretty one of course." he supplemented across his busily-plannin- g mind, like

a breath of May through a slum. Even

houts had been the wonder of the local
Fnderworld. On his unaccustomed
senses the slight stimulant now acted
with redoubled force. It happened his
wits, banished his first feeling of stiff
discomfort, enabled him to come out
of himself and take note of what went
on about him.

Caine talking animatedly Just op-
posite, was nevertheless lookingat Conover. So were Reu-
ben Standlsh and others at th table.
To their varied relief or disappoint-ment the big, silent man had per-
petrated thus far nine of the capers
which comic stories ascribe to par-venus. He handled his soup-spoo- n with
an inward sweep. It Is true: but he ate
quietly and as one not wholly unac-
customed to civilized methods. De-sire-

long and stern training was
standing him in good stead.

IRA GREGORY & GO.,with mammoth gallantry.
Her eyes, this time, hoisted the dis-

tress signal so perceptibly that Caine
before he raised his eyes eagerly to the
door, he knew that Desiree Shevlin had
come into the room. Slender, dainty,
infinitely pretty, in her oft whitesKinea io reaa tne signs. Drcne off in
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the midst of a sentence to his right COALBranch Office
972

Main Street
dress, the sight of her struck athwart
Caleb's senses, scattering to the winds
every thought but delight at seeing

nana neisrhoor ana engaged Caleb in
momentary conversation. Letty. in the
interval, stared appealingly about the her. pride in the way she bore herselfboard. But. thanks to her own sue
cess m arawing conover into tete a
tete. the others were not, at the in

among the people In whose presence
he felt so ill at ease.

And the had seen him. Seen him
and noted his discomfiture, his alone-nes- s:

even while she was responding to
her hosts' welcome. As soon as she

stant. noticing either of them. ThrownLctty. emboldened by these repeated
upon herself for comfort, she decidedsigns of housebrokenness. ventured a

few perfunctory remarks to him. the rough guest had intended his
asinine remark as a compliment. The ould leave Mrs. Hawarden's side, sheCaleb replied briefly, but without em-

barrassment. He even answered a
lAirj I TDf STOP DREAMINGW IV C UrI ABOUT THAT COAL ORDER
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moved toward him. As he advanced toquestion put him from across the tavje meet her. the labored grin of festivity
thought did much to console her. She
glanced, sideways, at him. with a new
interest: and. Caine. relieved, saw the
'Fair Weather' standard flying once

with the same Caine wherewith Caleb had sought to wreatherelaxed his nervous vigilance. His re his features for her benefit, gave waymore.mctfint admiration for the r.ewcomer
But Conover. subtly aware of herwas increasing.

Conover. with the true fighter's In
to a boyish glow of pleasure.

"Gee, but you're dandy to look at
in those clo'es, Dey!" he exclaimed.
"There ain't a one in the room who's

emotion, knew he had somehow blun
dered. He saw how far he had detuition, noted all the tokens of his own WOODandCOALfleeted from his original plan of stony
self-contr- He knew it was the few

well-bein- g, and bis dawning self-po- s
session grew steadily stronger. a patch on you.

She smiled up at him in frank JoyThe talk at his end of the table had at the compliment. Then, looking
more keenly into his face, she murturned into musical channels.

"We were able to get Miss Tyson

glasses of wine he had drunk which
while in no way befuddling his brain,
had given his tongue, an undue loose-
ness. A wave of selScontempt passed Flour, Grain, Hay and Straw,.TSmured, her pretty brows knit:for the musicale after all." Letty was You poor, poor boy! You've been

saving. "She was to have sung at the over him: sharp, unaccustomed. A Telephone 1S1--having a horrid, hagoroua time! What BERKSHIRE MILLS.manservant bent to fill one of his have they been doing to you?" A 9 aglasses. Caleb, recalling the etiquette In her voice was a vehement, mothbook maxim, clapped his hand hastily

Worcester Music Festival, you know:
but at the last moment they engaged
someone else."

"We are so grateful." chimed in Mrs
Standish. managing to inlect Just a
little recognition of the Divine Into her

over the top of the goblet. The ges-
ture was sudden and carried with it

Try Sprague's Extraan unintended force. The wrought

erly note: as of indignation against the
accorded a loved, defici-

ent child. Caleb felt it and it was as
balm to his scratched sensibilities. But
he laughed loudly as he made shift to
reply :
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stem of the thin Venetian glass snap
ped.

tone. "She has a wonderful voice. In
Munich she once sung the Forest Bird
music in a performance of Siegfr'ed. Conover. purple with angry mortifi What a crazy notion! They treatedJust think! One of our own towns- -

me fine an i ve naa an out o- -

signrcation, surveyed the wreck he ha'i
wrought. Then, pulling himself to-
gether, he looked about the board, the time. Honest. Iwomen, too!"

She cast a vitreous beam athwart the
GR4DE LEHIGH COAL

Spraguelce&CoaICo,
table as she sjwke. Caine used to say Caleb !'

They made me quite one of 'em,"glare behind his forced grin challeng-
ing any and every eye that might dare

ICE
COAL
WOOD

that when Mrs. Standish's glasses dif he bragged, the mere earnestly for herfused that look, he was always sore to sho.v derision. unbelief. "I haven't rad such a good
time in a couple o' years. I "tempted to bow his head and murmur "It doesn't matter. Mr. Standish!" he

Bridge'Caleb Conover! Look me in theAmen."
"Yes." prattled the Saint, "her's is a

East End East Washington Ave.

Telephone 710eyes.heaven-sen- t srlft. T believe that sing- - "It was rotten! he admitted rueng may often bear a message "
"It's easier. I should think." put in fully: his defense, as ever, breaking to

pieces before the onslaught of herCaleb, suddenly finding his tongue as sweet Imperiousness.
I knew it!" she made answer: buthe sot down his empty wine glass, "for

a woman to sing like a forest bird there was no triumph in her words.than for a bird to sing songs made up 'I knew how it would be. Oh, If onlyby humans. I could have been here to take care of"F"r instance." he proceeded, with ycu. you poor lamb among social lions!

called down the table to his host. "I'll
save the pieces and send you a whole
set like it Where'd'you
buy it?"

"Tt is of no consequence at all." re-
turned Standish. the consumption spots
on his cheek bones burning a little
darker red than usual. He turned to
the neighbor with whom he had been
talking, and with his usual dry cough
took up the shattered thread of con-
versation. But Caleb was resoTved
not to permit his overtures at restitu-
tion to be slighted.

"Where'd you buy It?" he repeated,
raising his voice a little. "I want to
know so I "

"It is of no importance at all." pro-
tested Standish. guiltily avoiding his
sisfr-in-law- 's saintly gaze. "I '

"But I want to know." persisted
Caleb. "Where'd the glasses come
from?"

renewed courage, mistaking the iren- - Listen to me! You're not to stir fromeral huvh of surprise for a gratifying my side all evening. Understand? . ov
mind me! I am going b see that noInterest, "there's a lady I know-- here
body Is woozey to you or lets you
stand all frumped up alone In a corner
any more.
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in Granite who has a canary bird that
sings all about the death of Ase. Sings
it fine. too.

Letty giggled.
"So you are a Grieg fiend r like so

many other Granite people just now.
Mr. Conover?" said she.

"Me?" Caleb exclaimed. In genuine

An' spoil your own good time?"
snorted Caleb. "Not much! You chase
on an- - get talKecl to an made much
of. you little girl! An' I'll get all the
fun I want, watchin' the hit you make.
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That's no lie."
"I'd rather be with you. if you don't

mird." she insisted. "We're chums.
aren't we? Well. then, mind me and
do as I say! We'ie going to stay right
together."

(To be Contlnned.)
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944 MAIN ST. Yard, East End Congress Street Bridge

"Why." smiled Standish with a pain-
ful effort at careless good-natur- e. "I
believe they're some we picked up in
Venice once. But they "

"Well. I'll send there for 'em. then."
promised Caleb, his defiant glance once
more sweeping the oval of faces.

Strangely enough, everyone seemed
to be talking at once, and no one
seemed to be looking either at him or
at Standish. In cool, level, unhurried
tones they were speaking: these deni-
zens of an unknown world, into whose
presence he fought his way unasked,
unwanted. Their language was not his
language: their thoughts were not his
thoughts. They were moving on as If
he did not exist. Caleb remembered

astonishment. "No. indeed, ma'am. I
leave dope of all sorts alone."

There was a laugh. Caleb did not
quite See the point but felt dimly that
he had scored a hit. Caine came to
his rescue.

"What a oitv the bird couldn't have
been pressed into service for the musi-
cale." he observed. "It would bn a
real comfort to hear the 'Death of Ase'
jn new form."

"Oh. he don't sing all of it." amend-
ed Caleb. "He lust sings the first
part. I forget quite how it goes. But
he does it fine. Only, to my mind."
with an air of profound criticism, "he
sings It kind of snrlghtly for such a
sad ploce. Still. I s pose that's a mat-
ter of taste."

Conover felt he was getting on fine

Signature
of

A AOVERTISTNO THOUGHT.
Newspapers carry mora information ADVERTISE I THE FARMERto mora paopia at itWANT ADV8. ONE CENT A WORD. atnar klada of advartlalaa

havingjgaala some newspaper's "re- -


